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was out of its perambulator and on the steps of its dwelling—and
a ruminative dog of an inquisitive turn of mind. This particular
baby who could just walk, was only faintly concerned by the
fact that the door of its home had by chance been shut, nor was
it much more concerned over the approach of the dog, who stood
on its four legs almost as high as it did on its two. Dud was
fascinated by the manner in which this young egoist guarded in
one hand the crust of bread it was holding, while with the other
it pointed out to the dog, with a sagacious forefinger extended,
the desirability of its seeking its fortune in a distant meadow.
After finishing his breakfast and resuming his place at his
writing-table, No-man was annoyed to discover that his in-
spiration refused to return. He was accustomed to these lapses
in his magnetic contact with his sources of inspiration but as a
rule after waiting for a time with his ear attuned to the mur-
mur of the thoroughfare the breath of the spirit would return.
But on this occasion it refused to do so, and laying down his
pen he stared in a sort of indolent trance at the rooks' nests in
the opposite trees. He still was conscious of a faint delicious
stirring in the air from the southwest, and it seemed to him
that it came in stronger gusts than before,
"No!" he thought, "I'll have nothing to do with Maiden
Castle till I can go out there absolutely alone!"
Turning away from the window he swung half-round and
cast a malevolent glance at the dark, cracked, worm-eaten visage
on his bed-post. "Dor-Marth! Dor-Marth!" he muttered
vindictively; and then he came near chuckling aloud as he re-
membered the similar tone in which Wizzie had spat out the
word "grummer" at Mrs. Urgan.
"Is Rhys right," he thought, "in flinging this old word of
Taliessin's at you ? What a word it is! 'Hunter of Dead Souls'—
but Malory says you have the head of a serpent. You don't
look like a serpent to me, Dor-Marth!"
Dud realized he was behaving like the baby he had watched
that morning; but the truth is that his ten years of contact with
this piece of obscure wood-carving had endowed it with all that
was least admirable in his own nature. The thing had become a
sort of "sin-eater" to him in the course of these years and even
if it had been just a block of wood with no connection with any
mythic creature it would have imbibed something, as a child's
doll might have done, of its owners perversity.

